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John 11:1-44            Reflections 

 

GOSPEL #1 John 11:1-16 Patricia Rowland 
 

 

REFLECTION #1 “Lazarus is Dead.”  
 

So much talk of death in this passage.  Lazarus, described as the one Jesus loves, is dying; 
then said-to-be fallen asleep; and when the metaphor is dropped, the reality is spoken simply, 
clearly and without subtlety.  “Lazarus is Dead.”   
 

I try to imagine that moment when the reality of Lazarus’ death hits this small band of 
followers, and I am taken back to a moment in my own life when I heard those words spoken 
of one whom I loved.   
 

I remember knees going out from underneath me, breath taken away, and a seeming inability 
to absorb the news… to make sense of it…. to believe it.  It simply couldn’t be….     
 

And now, his disciples have fallen to their knees in shock and disbelief, and Jesus states his 
intention to go to Bethany where Lazarus’ body, is wrapped in strips of cloth, and lay in a 
stone cold tomb—to Bethany where his dear friends, Mary and Martha, are grieving the loss 
of their brother.   
 

The disciples, are reeling in grief, and afraid that if Jesus goes anywhere near Jerusalem, 
they will be saying of this one whom they love, “Jesus is dead.”  Jesus’ angry opponents in 
Jerusalem have threatened to stone him to death for the claims he has made about himself.   
 

In the face of all Jesus’ assurances, it is finally, Thomas—yes the same Thomas who later 
questions the truth of Jesus’ resurrection—and known as ‘the doubter,’ Thomas declares, “Let 
us also go, that we may die with him.”  
 

“Let us also go, that we may die with him.”   

 

  SUNG RESPONSE Made in Your Image Winona & David E. Poole 

 

 

Made in your image.  Formed in your likeness, 
We carry you within us, O God.   

 

GOSPEL #2 John 11:17-37 Susan Johnson 
 

 

REFLECTION #2 Jesus Began to Weep  
 
 

 

“Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have died.”  He hears these words spoken 
twice.  Twice Jesus finds himself face to face with a sister, grieving the loss of her beloved 
brother—twice he is faced with the … was it a question… or an accusation, “Lord, if you had 
been here…”   
 

Others have gathered with the sisters to share in their grieving, and John tells us that Jesus 
also, disturbed in his spirit and deeply moved—  began to weep.   
If Jesus is somehow, in this moment showing us the face of God- in-humanity, the God he is 
showing us is surely not a God who is far removed and aloof from our earthly sorrows, we read,  
“Jesus began to weep.” 



 

I’m reminded of a poem by Mary Oliver, entitled Hurricane.   
 

It didn’t behave 
like anything you had  
imagined. The Wind 
tore at the trees, the rain 
fell for days slant and hard. 
The back of the hand 
to everything.  I watched 
the trees bow and their leaves fall 
and crawl back into the earth.  
This was one hurricane  
I lived through, the other one 
was of a different sort, and  
lasted longer.  Then  
I felt my own leaves giving up and  
falling.  The back of the hand to 
everthing…..    
 
 

 

 

 Made in your image.  Formed in your likeness, 
We carry you within us, O God.   

 

GOSPEL #3 John 11:39-44  
 

 

REFLECTION #3             “Unbind Him!  Let Him Go! 
 

Jesus said, “Did I not tell you that if you believed, you would see the glory of God?”  So, they 
moved away the stone of their unbelief, and released the weight of what they knew, and they 
opened up their lives to seeming impossibility.   
 

Then and only then, they heard  the voice of Jesus saying, “Lazarus, come out!”… and after 
that, like Lazarus, they did as they were told.  They unbound Lazarus as he emerged from his 
tomb—they unbound him, and let him go.   

 

Oliver’s poem continues: 
… But listen now to what happened 
to the actual trees; 
toward the end of that summer they  
pushed new leaves from their stubbed limbs. 
It was the wrong season, yes, 
but they couldn’t stop.  They  
looked like telephone poles and didn’t 
care.  And after the leaves came 
blossoms.  For some things  
there are no wrong seasons.  
Which is what I dream of for me.   

     
…and you… and for all of us 
 


